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With shadow and glory around her sphere and under
And portents prophesying by sound and sight ; And half the sound was song and half was thunder. And half his life of lightning, half of light: And in the soft clenched hand Shone like a burning brand A shadowy sword for swordless fields of fight, Wrought only for such lord As so may wield the sword That all things ill be put to fear and flight Even at the flash and sweep and gleam Of one swift stroke beheld but in a shuddering dream.
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Like the sun's rays that blind the night's wild beasts The sword of song shines as the swordsman sings ;